San Anton's  Day
To my Horse
'Mono,' you'll be the beauty of this plain Whereon the whole world's loveliness is slain Like a smashed rose under each sunset sky That for its perfume cannot fade or die! Under Saint Anthony, pray here with me, Pray for us men, and all we arc to be, Down on the veld beside me on your knee. But pray for them that are not straight or plain Through the mixed tunnels of whose angry brain Creeps the slow scolopendra of the Train!